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TheTrag tdie of ^Macbeth 


Enter Mdcdms md Macduff*. 

M<*L Let ts feeke out feme defohte ftiade, & there 
Weepeour fad bolomcs empty* 

dtacd, Let ys rather 
Hold fart the mor tali Sword : and like good men, 
Beftride our downfall Birthdome : each new Morne, 
New Widdowes howte,new Orphanscry,new feroWes 
Strike heauen on theface, chat itrefounds 
As if it felt with Scotland, and ydi'd out 
! Like Syllable of Dolour. 

MaL What I beleeue, He waile ; 
What knoWj beleeue; and what I can redreffe, 
A* I {lull finde the time to friend : I wil. 
What you haue fpoke, it may be fo perchance* 
This Tyrant, whofe folc name bMcrs our tongues, 
Was once thought honeft : yon luueiou'd him well, 
He hath not rouch'd you yet. lamyong.bur fomething 
You may difcernc of him through nie, and wtfedomc 
To offer vp a wcake,poore innoccnt.Lambe 
Tappeafe an angry God. 

Afmd* I am not treacherous. 
Male. H\n Macbeth \x* 
A good and ? ertuous Nature raay reccy V 
. In an Imperiall charge. But Ifhall crane your pardon: 
That which you are, my thoughts cannot tranfpole* . 
Angels are bright Ail], though the brighteft fell- 
Though all things foule, would wear the brows of grace 
Yet Grace muft ft ill looke fo. 
Mdcd* I haue loft my Hopes, 
M*k* Perchance cuen there 
Where I did findc my doubts. 
Why in that rawneffe left you Wife,and Childe? 
Thofe precious Motiuesj thofeftrong knots of Loue, 
Without Icaue-taking* f pray you, 
Let not my IeaIouSes 4 be your Difhonors, 
But mine owne Safeties : you may be rightly iuftj 
I What euer I /hall thinkc, 
|- Mac4, Bleed, bleed poorc Country, 
Great ryrrany, lay thou thy bafis fure, 
For goodneflc dare not check thee : wear § thy wrongs, 
; The Thiers a ffear'd. Far thee well Lord, 
\l would not be the Villairic that thou think'ft 7 
| For the whole Space that's in rheTyrantsGrafpe, 
1 And the rich Eal} to boor, 
Ttial, Beiiot offended : 
I ipeakenot asinabfolutc feareof you : 
I thinke our Country fiofces beneath the yoake, 
It weepes, Ublcedsjandeachnewdaya gafh 
Ts added to her wounds, I thinke withall, - 
There would be hands vplifted in my right; 
j And heere from gracious.England haue I offer 
Of goocly. thoufands Pi: But for all this* 
Whenjftiail £reade vpon the Tyrants head, 
Or yvr arc it on iny Sword ; yetmy poore Country 1 
Shall h aue more vices then it had before, 
yj4ore fuf^cr^nd more fundiy wayes then euer t j 
^Siy him that fh all fucceedev 

2Ucd, What fiiouid he be ? 
" Md+ It is my felfe [fp&ane ; in ivhom I know 
J All the particulars of Vice fo grafted, 


That whenthcy fl,*Ubc operfd^i^r^ 
W,I1 feeme as pure as Snow, an d.the book?, 
Eftcew him « * Laob., being compV* S " tc 
With my confinekffc harmes. 

M*cd> Not in the Legions 
Of horrid Hell, can come a Diucil more d^ij 
In coils, to top Mathtb. m d 

*MaL I grant him Bloody , 
Luxurious, Auaricious, Falfe, Deceitful] 
Sodaine, Malicious, fmacking of cuery fin ne 
Thatha'saname* But there's no bottomc nor. 
In my Voluptuoufneffc : Your Wiues^DaL 
Your Matrons, and your Maidcs, could notfill 
The Cefterne of my Liift,and my D e fi re T P 
AH continent Impediments would ore-heart 
That did oppofe my wall, Better ATa**^ 
Then fuch an one to reigne, 1 

7M*cd* Boundlefle intemperance 
Jn Nature is a Tyranny : It hath beene 
Th'vmimcly emprying of the happy Throne 
And fall of many Kings. But feare not yet ' , 
1 To take vpon you what is yours : you niay 
Conuey your pleafures in a fpacious plcmy, 
! Aniyctfceniecold. The time you may fohoodiUfc 
We haue willing Dames enough: there cannot be 
That Vulture in you, to dcuoure fo many 
As will toGreatneflededicatethcmfcLucs, 
Finding it foinclinde. 

Md. With this, there growet 
In my mofl iJLcompo* d Affcflion 3 fuch 
A ftanchleffe Auancc, that were I Kin[7 3 
I thoutd cur off the Nobles for their Lands, 
Ddire his Iewels, and this others Houfe, 
And my more-hauing, would be as a Sawce 
To make me hunger more, that I ftiould forge 
Qi*arreJs vntuft againfl the Good and Loyail, 
De ftr oy ing them for weal t h „ 

Macd, This Auaricc 
ftickes deeper ; growes with more pernicious roote 
Then SummeMeeming Lufl ; and it hath bin 
The Sword of our flaine Kings : yet do not feare, 
Scotland hath Foy fons, to fill vp your will 
OfyourmeereOwne. "All thefc arc portable, 
With other Graces weigh'd, 

MaL But I haue none. The King-becoming Graces, 
As lattice, Verity, TempVance,StablciKflc, 
Bounty, Perfeuerance, Mercy, Lov^lintffc, 
Deuotton, Patience, Courage, Fortitude 
I haue no rellifh of them, bur abound 
In the diuifion of each fcuerall Crime, 
Aftingitmany wayes, Nayjiad I po wre, I fhould 
Poure the fweetM ilke of Concord^into Hell, 
Vprorc the vniuerfall pcate, confound 
All vnity on earth. 

Macd, O Scotland, Scotland, 
Mol* If fuch a onebefittogoucrn^fpeake: 
I amaslhauefpoken, 

Mat.Fi t to gouern?No not to line. O Natio mlferable! 
With an vntitled Tyrant, bloody Sceptred, 
When ffialt thou feethy wholiomedayesagainc? 
Since that the truefl Iffueof thy Throne 
By his owne Interdiction ftands aceuft, 
And do J * blafphemehis breed? Thy Roy all Father 
Was a moft Sainted-King ; the Quecne that bore tbefj 
Oftner vpon her knte^ then on bet feet, 
Dy'de cucry day fhe iiu*d. Fare tbee well. 

Theft 


The Tfdgedie of ^Macbeth. 
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r ^ftEuils thou repeat'ft vpoo thy felfe, 
Zih banifh'd me frocn Scodand. O my Brcft, 
f h v hope ends heere, 

ijtfat- Macduff? this Noble paffion 
Chiide of integrity, hath from my Joule 
vVip'd theblacke Scruples, reconcifd my tlioughrs 
fodiy ff ood Tiuth, and Honor. Diuell ifh tMac&eth y 
i v(n aiiy of thefe craines,hath fought to win me 
T to his power : and modeft Wifcdornc pin ekes me 
p0m ouer-credulous haft : but God abotic 
p e jc betweenc thee and me; For euen now 
1 nut my felfe to thy Direction, and 
^ n fp es kemine owne eictrafiion. Heerc abiure 
fhe caince 3 and blames I Iaide vpon my felie, 
faf ftrangers to my Nature- I am yec 
\f n kno^neto Woman, neuer wasforfvvorne, 
Scarfely haue couexed wh^t was mine owne; 
At no time broke iny Faith, would not betray 
^cDeuii! to his Fellow, and delight 
jsfoletfc in truth then life. My firfi falfc fpeaking 
#as this vpon ray fclfe< What I am truly 
Ischine, and my poore Countries to command ; 
\Vhidicr indeed, before they heeie approach 
Old Seyw&d with tenthoufand warlike men 
Already at a point, was fctting fourth r. 
fiowwce'l together, and th£ chance of goodneflc 
gelikeonr watranted Qnarrell, Whyareyoufilent ? 

Such welcome, and vnwclcotn things at once 
*Xis bard to reconcile* 

Emer a Doctor. 

Md. Well, more anon. Comes the King fonh 
I pray you? 

I Sir : there are a crew of wretched Soules 
That ftay his Cure : their malady conumces 
The great a flay ofArt. But at his touch, 
Such ianftity hath Heauen giuen his hand, 
They prefeinly amend. Exit. 
MaU I :hankeyouDo£or, 
MacL What's theDifeafe he meant s ? 
M&L Tis cairdtheEuiU. 
A mofl myraculous w^rkc in this good King, 
Which often fince my heere remaine in England, 
I haue fecne him do : How he foli cites heauen 
Hirofelfe beft knowes: but ftrangeiy vifitcd people 
All fwolne and Vlcerous, pitti full to the eye, j 
Themeere difpaire of Surgery, he cures, 
Hanging a golden ft amp e about their necke?, 
Pat on with holy Prayers, and J cis fpoken 
Tothefucceeding Royalty heleaues 
The healing BenediSion, With this ftrangevertue, 
Helwth aheaucnly guiftof Prophefie, 
And fundry Bleffings hang about his Throne, 
That fpeake him full of Grace, 
Enter Rojfc. 
Macd, See who comes heere. 
Ma/c* My Countryman ; but yet I know him nor* 
Macd. My euer gentle Co2.cn, welcome hither. 
M, I know him now* Good God betimes temouc 
Themeanes that makes vsStrangcrs^ 
Rvffe* Sir, Amen, 

Macd* Stands Scotland where it did ? 

Rtfft* Alas poore Counttcy, 
Almoft affraid to know it felfe. It cannot 
BtcallM our Mother, but our Graue ; where nothing 
But who knowes nothing, is once feenero fmile; 
Where fighes,and groanes,and ftiricks that rent the ayre 


Arc made, notmark'd : Where violent fonow fecmes 

A Modernc eatcafie : TheDfcadmans kneDj 

Is there fcarfeask'dfor who, and good mens lilies 

Expire before the Flowers in their. Caps, 

Dying, or ere they ficken. 

M$cd* Oh Relation; toonice^hd yet too true* 

Male. What** the neweft gricfe ? 

That of an houres age ? doth hiffe the fpeaker^ 
Each minute teenies anew one* 

Afacd. How do's my Wife? 
Why well - 

CM&sd* And al! my Children ? . 

Rofe; Well too. 

M&cd, The Tyrant ha's not battct'd at their peace ? 

Roffi.No 9 t\iey were wcl at pcacc,v/hen I ditiles-uc 'em 

Afjcd, Be not a niggard of your fpcech : HovV gos't ? 

Rsfe. When 1 came hither to tranfporc the Ty dings 
Which 1 haue heauily borne^ there vm a Rumour 
Of many worthy Feilowes, that were out, 
Which was to my beleefe witnefi the rather, 
For that I law the Tyrants Power a- foot. 
Now is the time of helpe : your eye in Scotland 
Would create Sold iours, make our women fight/ 
Todofte their dire diftreflVs* 

.Male. Bee't their eomforc 
We are cemming thither :Graeiom England hath 
Lent vs good Scyward, and tenthoufand men, 
An older, and abetter Souldier, none 
That Chriftendome giucs out, 

Roffc. Would 1 could anfwer 
Thi$ comfort with the like. But I haue words 
That would be howfd out in chedeferiayre, 
Where hearing Should not latch them. 

tj$acd t W hat concerne they, 
The general! caufe, or is it a Fce-griefc 
Due to fomc (ingle breft ? 

No mi nde that's honeft 
But in it fl^ares lome woe, chough the mains part 
Pertaines to ypu alone. 

Macd> Ifitbemine 
Kccpe it not from me, quickly let me haue it. 

R&ffe* Let not your cares difpife my tongue for euer, 
Which fhall poffeflc them with the hcauieft found 
That euer yet they beard - 

Afacd. Humh : I guelfe at it* 

Roffc, Your Caftleis farpriz^d : your Wife^audBabe? 
Sauagely flaughter'd :To relate the manner 
Were on the Quarry ofthefe murther'd Deere 
To adde the death ofyou, 

Male Merciful! Heauen : 
What man, nc Ve pull your har vpo u your bro wci ; 
Giue forrow words ; the gricfe that do's not fpeake* 
Whifpers the o're-fr aught heart, and bids it breakc- 

Macd. My Children too? 

Ro* Wife^ChildrenjSeruants^U that could be found. 

Mmd, And I muft be from thencc?My wife kiVd toof 

R&fe. I haue fa id. 

Mdc* Be comforted. 
Let's make vs Medicines of our great Reuenge, 
To cure this deadly greefe, . 

LMacd, He ha's rio Children. All my pretty onci ? \ 
Did you fay AH? Oh HclLKi te ! All f 
What, All my pretty Chicken*, and thur Damme 
AtonefcUfwoope? 

Male* Difputeitiikeaman* 

Macd* I flballdofo ; 

Nn % fiiitl 


